
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
SPINNERS 

SHE LONGS FOR THE COUNTRY 

It is the May-time now, 
And in a place I know 
Some girl God will allow 
To see the cowslips blow; 

And the hyacinths, the fern 
That grow by the riversides; 
Narcissi, white and stern 
Like sad unwilling brides. 

Some other girl will run 
And, dancing through the grass, 
Will laugh in the wholesome sun, 
And feel the sweet hours pass. 

Laugh and be merry — oh, 
Laugh ! Laugh, and play for me ! 
Go where the sweet flowers grow, 
And see what I cannot see! 



THE SPINNERS AT WILLOWSLEIGH 

The young girl passes by 

The old women sit at Willowsleigh. They spin, 
And shriek and sing above the humming din. 
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They are so very old and brown and wise, 
One is afraid to look them in the eyes. 

Their bony fingers make a chilly sound, 

Like dead bones shaking six feet underground ! 

Their toothless singing mocks— they seem to say: 
"What I was yesterday you are today; 

Stars kissed my eyes, the sunlight loved my brow — 
You'll be tomorrow what I am now." 

They dream and talk — they are so old and lean; 
And the whole world is young and fresh and green. 

Once they were flowers, and flame, and livi ng bread; 
Now they are old and strange, and almost dead ! 

The old women spin at Willowsleigh; they fool 
And scold, and sleep. Once they were beautiful. 



SONG OF A FACTORY GIRL 

It's hard to breathe in a tenement hall 
So I ran to the little park, 
As a lover runs from a crowded ball 
To the moonlit dark. 

I drank in clear air as one will 
Who is doomed to die, 
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